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M ■TbeTragedieef :? , 

But btaucn hath a hand in thefs cuents. 

To whole hie will wee bound our calmeconfifhttf 
T o Bui lingbrookc arc vy,e fwornefubie&s now 

Whole Hate and honour I for ay allo w* 

D«. Here conies my fonne Aumerlf. 

r^Aumerlcthatvvav . ; noH haM-rdnA 'M 

Buc that is loll, for bcing-R ichaids friend: 

And Madam, you muft call hin^ Rutland nows 


n?ii 


I am i n parliament piedge for h is truth • 

And lafling fealtie to theme we made King. 

Da, Welcome my fonne.who are, the violets now 
I hat lire w the grccnc Iappeof the new co.rtic fpring. 7 

Aurn. Madam I kno w nor.n^ f greatly care not, - " 

God kno ws I had as liefe be none as one, 

Torke Wel.beareyou welin this new fpring of time, 
Lealtyoubccropcbeforeyoucomc Coprime. 

What newes from Oxford, dothcfe iulfc & triumphs hold? 
Attm. For aught Ikcovy.^myLord) they &, ?r i,, Ml 
Torke You wiRbe thgrc fknpvy.;, V. . . , • , !M , : 

Aum. IfGod preuentnot,! purpofeFp, 

Tork. What fcalc is that that hangs without thy bofomtl 
Yea,lookft thou'palc?iet me lecthe writing. 

Aunt. My Lord,tis nothing. 

Torke No matter then yyho fee it, 

I will be fatiifTfiedjlet me fee the writing. 

Aum. I do befeech your grace tq pardon me. • 

It is a matter of /mail confluence* 

Which for Ibme reafons I would not haue leene . 

Torke Which for fome reafons fir I meanc to lee. 

3 {pare, I fearc. 

Du, W hat Ihould you feare? 

Tis nothingbut fome band that he is entred into 
For gay apparrell againft the triumph , 

Torke Bound to himlelfe, what doth hee with a bond 
That he is bound to. Wife,thou art a foolc, 

Bov»Iet me fee the writings 
Aum. Ido befeech you pardon me, I may not Ihcw if. 
Torke I will be latisfiedjct me fee it I fay; 

Toil* 


Du. VYtt* 


c > ■ 

■, .w . 


-esj 


ii 

bl 


' — a-* 
My fa 


* Ming Richard thejicbnd. - > ; i 

■ ’ treafon.vi'llaine traitof,naue. ' : 

Jthema^f my Lord? 

Torke.. Ho, who is within there?(addle myhorft* ' ojome a> 
God for his mereylwhat trechery is here? 

( Du. Why, what is it my Lord? 

Torke Giue me my bootes I : fay,laddlc my horfej 
Now by mine honour, my life, my troth 
Iwillappeach the villnirif. • 
c Du. What is the matter? 

Torke Peace fooiifh woman. 

Du. I will notpeace*what is the matter Aumerle? 
hum. Good mother be content,itis no more \ 
rhenmypo'ote life muft anfwcre. ; 

Du. thy life anftvere? 

Torke Bring memy bootes,! will vnto the King, . ' 1 

Du, Strike him Au merle, poore boy thou art amazd» Hunutnyn* 
Hence villa ine, neuer more come in my fight. tersrnt b 

Torke Giueme my bootes Hay, ' bootes* 

Du. Why Yorke what wilt thou do? 

Wilt not thou hide the trelpalTe of thine owne? 

Haue we more fonS?or are we like to haue? 

Is notmy teeming date drunke vp with time? 

\ndwilt thou plucke my faire fonnefrom mine age? 


. i.wouioiiuniaaac woman, 

AVilt thou concealc this darkc coixfpirncie? 

A. doozen ofthem here haue tane the facratnenty 
Jnd interchangeably fet dowilc their hands, J ‘ : 1 1 

io lull th jV King at Oxford. 

Du. He lhall benone.weelekecfieKim herci ■ biuo '" 1 
inenwhafii;thactohim? • i 

Awayfodd ivltSif Ve times thy foi^ ' 

1 would appeaeh him." > • * ' ' 

f ?* Hadft tl,° u groand for him af I habcdbik 

inouwouldllbetnorcpittifull, ■ ... a 

lk T tv ^7®inde,tWd : offfufpeia : : lS "^. T , 

wuc i iiauebeene difloyal to tRy Bed, 11 3£ri - i y yl ' k 
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